212                          THERE LAY THE CITY
between the early happenings and those that came
later to complete this story. For it is not possible to
write about details in the lives of people for fear of
missing the more important moments of those lives.
It is as if you were on a slow passenger train that
stops at every little station and you felt anxious lest
through boredom or fatigue you should fall asleep and
miss the big junction at which you should have been
awake.
So it doesn't really matter if I omit the details of
the funeral of Mrs. Felix D'Souza or to say how that
small gathering of unknown people wept by her grave.
Or how, shrouded in white Sir Udul was borne on his
simple bier to the Tower where he was to find his
eternal silence. Or even how in the days that passed,
I dipped more frequently into the city, seeing some-
times Beh and Suni in their house on the top of the
Hill and admiring from a distance that richness of
life they had found through each other. Or how I
would go to see Maxine in his gaudy little room with
the rainbow-coloured silk curtains and green uphols-
tery and pink-enamelled furniture, and watch him
struggle and fret for that Castle-on-the-Hudson way
down in Bangalore. Or the days I spent with Judy
and with Johnnie. And Johnnie's childish prattle of
going to strange lands to which I had never been and
to which Johnnie was probably never destined to go,
China arid Mexico ! China and Mexico ! Always
China and Mexico!
Or when alone with Judy.   Or again and again